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Carter, who had recently come to flying-boats and regarded them
as aircraft and not as sea aircraft necessarily confined to flights
over water. He took us due south from Calshot, and cut across
France from St. Malo to St. Nazaire, instead of going the long
way round by Ushant. It was refreshing to see this new outlook
towards the flying-boat, even if at times we did brush the tree-
tops, for the cloud ceiling was low that morning.

We reached Marseilles by the same route as we had taken five
years before. On the I5th we arrived at Ajaccio in Corsica, and
were most hospitably received by Captain Guy Royle of the
aircraft carrier Glorious. Except for a short period when he was
gunnery commander of the Marlborough in the Grand Fleet, I had
not seen my friend since we were shipmates in the Good Hope
twenty-five years before. There was much leeway to be made up
in the telling of our experiences during the intervening years.

The Navy have an excellent method of inspecting a ship's
company, "muster by the open list/' in which the men are paraded
in single file; each one marches up to the inspecting officer, salutes
or removes his cap, calls out his name and rank, and moves on.
It takes time, but one can get a very good view of each individual
man which is not possible in a parade of serried ranks without
movement. Our Under-Secretary and those who were watching
were most interested in the ceremony, which took place for his
benefit on Sunday morning.

A Sunday lunch followed by a picnic ashore and an evening
at the ship's cinema completed a most delightful day spent with
my old service. Next morning we left for Malta, but before doing
so, various officers, including the Captain, were taken up in the
flying-boat for a local flight.

We passed through the Straits of Bonifacio, between Corsica
and Sardinia, along the air corridor which the Italians had
specified for the passage of foreign aircraft when flying in the
vicinity of Sardinia. Our course took us down the east coast of that
island and past the westerly point of Sicily. Here we met a strong
head wind, and I wondered what fuel we had left in our tanks as
we had not refuelled after the passenger flights of the morning.

Our light-hearted pilot didn't seem to be worrying and the
flight engineer, having pressed the buttons of the electric fuel
indicator gauges, looked puzzled, but he knew that they frequently
gave wrong readings. Although reading a book at the time, I was
subconsciously aware of that fuel problem, but aH went well and
We sighted Gozo Island ahead before long. Carter then passed a
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